XliAE EAST.

the beautiful shores of Europe, is full of the graves
of soldiers who died of wounds received "In "the
Crimean War, or of maladies caught in camp and in
the trenches. Among them lie the bodies of many
devoted women who worked to allay their suffer-
ings.

Bent perpetually on escape from the uproar of
Pera, in which at night I was forced to dwell, I made
more than one excursion to the walls and the seven
towers of StambouL There are three sets of walls:
the land, the sea, and the harbor walls. The seven
towers, Yedi Kuleh, are very near to the Sea of
Marmora, and are now unused and deserted; the
home no longer of imprisoned ambassadors, of sul-
tans and vizirs, but of winds from the islands and
from Asia, of grass, yellow wild-flowers, and the
fallen leaves of the autumn. When I went there I
was alone* save for one very old man, the peaceful
successor of the Janissaries who long ago garrisoned
this marvelous place of terror and crime. With him
at my heels I wandered among the trees of the de-
serted inclosure surrounded by gray and crenellated
walls, above which the towers rose up grimly toward
the windy sky; I penetrated through narrow corri-
dors of stone; I crawled through gaps and clambered
over masses of rubble and fallen masonry; I visited
tiny and sinister chambers inclosed in the thickness
of the walls; peered through small openings; came
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